216            AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
Soldiers, artists, men of culture, men of action, me dreams or men of carnal appetites—we were advancin; Rome, noblest city of Europe.
I spent an uneasy, sleepless night writhing on the 1 floor of the deserted villa.   Because of the time-lag beta London and New York, our American colleagues still hi chance of making the last editions of the next morni paper, whereas we had none and could, theoretically, res our efforts for the morning.  Several of them penetrated the heart of Rome before the last Germans had cleared But it was not merely a question of endurance, enter]: and   tireless   energy.     Transmission   still   counted   m Winston Burdett, of the Columbia Broadcasting Sys1 reached the centre of Rome by midnight and drove ro alone in the moonlight while frightened faces peered at from windows. He wrote a broadcast which was never h< because Naples did not pick it up.
Tall and blond Dan de Luce, of Associated Press, actu jeeped all the way back to Naples and, I believe, had on those precious "beats" with his descriptive. But, as I 1: explained before, I write about these matters with trep tion. The jungle warfare among American agency repoi is fierce and merciless.
During  most of the  campaign  I  would  have  doul the existence of the Luftwaffe but for the sight of bu out skeletons on abandoned airfields.  That night, ho we some   brave   isolated   German   pilot  finally  dispelled possibility of sleep.    He  swooped  down  and  strafed highway.   Some of his shells came fairly near our villa, it  almost  seemed   intended   as   a spiteful attack on Press.
Hollow-eyed and unshaven, we made another dawn st embarking on a day of wild emotion. Like a river v» lock-gates open, the traffic, wheeled and foot, boiled d< Highway Six. Signs of war were few. Once I saw a Gen corpse, which nobody would take the trouble to move, b stiff on a pavement; here and there some burnt-out tr; port. Then the violent outburst of joy from people suddenly found themselves freed from fear and tyra overwhelmed us.es. whim of its unknown owner, had a curious tower. We climbed up it and through glassesp again and thehot at by the Hun.sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
